THE    MEMOIRS    OF
of renewed friendliness, but Rashleigh noticed meaning and
sinister glances passing between the two ruffians, and deter-
mined to be on his guard. Consequently, after they had
finished eating and he had attended to the comfort of the
wounded men, he went in search of some safe place in which
he could sleep alone.
He came upon a fissure in a rock at some distance from
their retreat, which was filled with seaweed thrown there by
past storms, the upper layers of which were dry. Here he
decided to spend the night, but, before turning in, he took
the precaution of giving one more look to the wounded men
and smoke a pipe with Roberts, He gathered up a great
armful of dried seaweed for making easier the leader's couch
and went back to the fastness. As he approached, he heard
voices talking in low furtive tones, and recognizing them as
McClashin's and Hennessey's, he quietly dropped the sea-
weed, and crept forward until he was behind the rock in
front of which they were seated.
*I tell you he's as strong as a bullock/ he heard Hennessey
saying, 'and might be more than a match for the pair of us.'
He heard McClashin answer: 'Well, then, we must do the
other thing, that's all."
On which the two men rose and moved into the open
cavern where the wounded men were lying.
Puzzled as to the meaning of what he had overheard,
Rashleigh retrieved his seaweed, convinced that the two
blackguards meant ill to himself. He entered the cavern
warily, but found the Irishmen sitting, chatting uncon-
cernedly, by the fire.
*I see youVe something to make a bed/ said McClashin,
indicating the seaweed. 'Is there any more of it anywhere
handy?'
'Plenty - on the beach/ answered Rashleigh shortly.
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